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T HE 


| PREFACE. 


HE Duty of an Editor is to 
4 T rve a faithful account of the 
Work he gives to the Putlick; and 
tho' it lies in the Breaſt of every 


Reader to condemn or approve at 
his own Pleaſure, yet he ſhould hold 
* bunſelf i „ F he did not 
ö 65 omet hing in the „ e of this 
” Undertaking. The Man who is 3 
* fended without Reaſon, is the likeli- 
| | " 2 


ef: 


4 
* 


P R E F A CE. 


eft to grow into T emper again with- 
out it too, and therefore to the an- 
gry Terſon, whoſe Paſſions and 
P rejud ices work 1 he has no- 
thing to ſay, well knowing that he 
expects no Conviction, but what pro- 
ceeds from his dear ſelf. 


To the Impartial, or thoſe of 4 
more ſerious turn of T emper, he has 
ſomething to off er, which he hopes 
they will take well, ſince the follows- 
ing Entertainment aims only at their 
own Satisfaction, by - attempting 
to recommend to them the Vertues 
of Her late Pious Majeſty. 


But to the Work It is well 
known that it was formerly a Cuſ- 
tom, and not long diſcontinued, for 
our two cuekrated Univerſities on 
occa- 


H 


NE HAC N 
occaſions of Publick Joy or Mourn- 
ing, to publiſh Engliſh Verſes as 
well as Latin; and the Curious may 

fee in thoſe Collections ſome as 
fine Pieces as any that have appeared 
in Print after another Manner. 
Inſtances there are abundance of this 
kind, to Juſt my Aſertion, rohen 
the Sprats and Bathurſts in one Uni- 
| very or of later Tears the Moun- 
tagues and the Stepneys in the other 
F ane as hard 5 ever to hawe ex- 
ceeded themſelves afterwards. But 
© of late Tears the Faſhion is altered, 
and thoſe Learned Bodies ſpeak only 
in Greek and Latin, ſo that nine 
parts in ten who have a taſte of Poe- 
try are excluded the Benefit of be- 
coming Readers. Not to mention 
that there are a great many who have 


no regard to the Muſes upon ordina- 
' Sn ry 


N 


+; 


7 


ction. The late Queen had ſo en- 


jects, that I found ſhe had made $ 


| ſome Poets who were never iniend- 


PREFACE. 


ry occaſions, who are very willing tio 5 
gear what is [aid of Princes an of , 
Kings. To make ons amends for the | 
defictency o the Learned, and ſatisfy 

the Curnoſity of the Unlearned, this , 
Collection was begum ; and I was ſo h 
happy at my firſt ſetting out, to fall ? 
pon a Poem of the late Laurcat on , 
this Occaſion, the laſt and beſt that if ;, 


VDV he wrote. T his encouraged 116 th 


in the Work, and I ſoon found that 
my Hands were full of Materials, 
and onl required ſome time in the A 


Choice and Diſpoſition -of the Colle- 


deared Her ſe to all Her Sub- I 


ed for it by Nature. Theſe Ireck- 
oned among the Claſs of bell mean- 
ing Men of ſhort Powers, and ſo 
| . choſe 


PR E F A CE. 
choſe rather to ſpeak well of their 


| 4 Diſen, than expoſe their Perfar- 


ManCces, 


This is a true account of the Riſe 
and Progreſs of this Work, which 
7 the antedating demands of the 

ullick, I conjectured would be ac- 


© ceptable, and ſo by a careful choice 
; * Care to 410 2 eaſie to 
the Purchaſer. The badneſs of 
the 1 and the multiplicity of 
other 


atters in the Preſs, hindred 


7 my being punctual in the Perfor- 
= mance of my Promiſe : But, I hope 
4 good Deed can never be too late; 
and for my own part, I have only 
this to ſay to the Reader, That if 
there is any Thing here that can en- 
dear the Memory of that excellent 
E Princeſs to Her People, or perpetu- 
A 4 


ale 


P.RE: FACE 


ate Her Vertues, the Deſign and ; 
Pains are anſwered of her greateſs  - 
Admirer. = 


Charles Oldiſworth. 


Jan. the 13th, 174. 
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Mr. MARSHALL'SC 


CHARACTER 


OF 


Her late MA] EST V. 


Y the Pattern and Portraiture of our 
late excellent PRINCESS; we ma 
frame a perfect Idea of what R 

LERS ſhould be, by only remembring, 


Z what SH E WAS. 


IF a ſenſe of Subjection to a Superiour 
Power: If an Apprehenſion, That God 


¶ /tandeth in the Congregation of Princes, and 
2 7s Judge among Gods: (If this 1 fay, ) be 
a prime Ingredient in i Royal Character; 
2 2 was wrought up in the Mind of our 


departed Sovereign, to its higheſt pitch of 
uence and Efficacy. The Hours She 


dad ed to the more immediate Service of 
| Her 
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Her Heavenly Maſter, Her Publick and 
Private Devotions Witneſs'd it. 


THE Splendor and Grandeur of a 
Court, could not deface thoſe Impreſſions 
of an early Piety, which She carried along 
with Her, through various Changes of For- 
tune, which never forſook Her till She re- 
ſign'd Her Life. 


HOW true She was to the Church, 
which bred and baptiz'd Her, was ſuffici- 
ently. atteſted by manifold Tryals, which 
few of Her Rank and Station have been 
ever put to. 5 3 


WHAT She was in Her Private and 


Domeſtick Character; how Good and Gra- 


cious to thoſe about Her; how Courteous 
and Affable to all; how little querulous 
or impatient under the Infirmities of a 
broken Conſtitution ; they will ever Cit is 
hop'd ) remember with Gratitude and Af 
fection who had the Honour of attending 
Her Royal Perſon, and thence of obſerving 
Majeſty unveiPd, and deſcending to the 


Familtarities of common Life. 


IN Her Conjugal State ( whilſt that 
Bleſſing was continu'd to Her) how _ 
"he an 


D & e ARS OO AD 


— 0 Well Oa © My Q 


a = £©5 


., . 


th 


Of Queen ANNE. 11 


and ſingular was the Pattern ſhe ſet, of the 
Virtues which adorn, and which only 
can make it happy! The Day which ſe- 
ver'd the PRINCE fromthe QUEEN, 
ſlacken'd ( we may reckon) the Bands of 
Union between Her Soul and Body ; which 
after the ſhock of that firſt Convulſion, did 
never well accord with each other. In 
him She loſt a Friend, who divided with 
Her the ſecret Burdens and Mournings of 
Her Spirit; and a Friend is a Jewel not of- 
ten found amongſt Crowns and Scepters, 
and the Blaze of Courts. | | 


IF we aſcend yet higher, from her Pri- 
vate to her more Public Character; ſuch a 
Scene of Wonders will thence be opened to 
our Memories, (the Wiſdom of Her Coun- 
cils, the Succeſs of Her Arms, and the Con- 
duct of Her Treaties, ) as will deſerve an 
Hiltorian, equal to one of Her Noble An- 
ceſtors ; + and yet will hardly. find Credit 
from Poſterity, even when ſo related. But 
let us rather conſider Her, cloath'd, as She 
always was, with the Robes of Righteouſ- 
eſs, with the Ornaments and Graces of the 
Goſpel. 1 

| A 


* 


— 


+ The Earl of Clarendon, 
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A Senſe of Religion, and a tender Regard 
to the People's Welfare, finiſh the Chara- 
Ker of a Prince, after God's own Heart. 


NOW what Her Senſe of Religion was, 
each Day of her Life gave ſome ſignal 
Proof; and none more Signal nor more Ex- 
emplary, than thoſe which preceded Her 
Solemn Change! Here Her Patience and 
Reſignation, Her Affiance in God as Her 
Saviour, and Her Reverential Fear of Him 
as Her Judge, had all their proper Letts; 
and came off from each, with Honour and 
with Victory. 


What a tender Regard She had to Her 
Peoples Welfare, What earneit Longing to 
make them eaſy and happy, Her whole 
Reign is one continued Teſtimony: And I 
wiſh there were not too much Reaſon to 
ſuſpect, That She SeaPd, at laſt, that Te- 
ſtimony with Her Death; that She died, I 
mean, the ſooner, for Her Care, to make 
us a contented and eafie People. | 


IT is reported as a Maxim in our Laws, 
That the Prince can do #0 wrong; but with 
Her it was a Maxim, that She would do 

none: So that as our Laws do not charge 
FT | | the 
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the Prince with Grievances, common Equi- 
3 ty will diſcharge Her from them, whoſe 
ill was ever averſe from them. 


TO be miſguided ſometimes, and miſ- 
perſuaded is a Frailty, which the moſt con- 


and which the moſt condeſcenſrve Natures 
© oftex lie moſt open to: So that Errors of 
this Rind are no otherwiſe to be accounted, 
than as the Shades of a finiſhed Character; 
© or as the Foils of Great and IVſtrious Vir- 
{ tues. 


TO ſtick upon theſe, and to neglect a 


u Suljects, but Engliſh ones, dare offer to 
the Memory of their Sovereign; and none 


* 


but the wor/? of Engliſh ones, would offer to 


* 
＋ 


AL Orders and Degrees of Men a- 
5 ongit us, have taſted Her Indulgence; 
and (which perhaps will better commend 


Miſaom of Her Government) even all Par- 
ties and Factions have had a Share in it. 


S THESE, indeed, were the ſtanding 
Embarraſsments and Misfortunes of Her 
| Reign 


© /immate Wiſdom is not always exempt from; 


thouſand Excellexcies, is a Barbarity, which 


the Clemency of Her Diſpeſition, than the 


— 


— — — —— 
— 
ö 
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Reign; what made Her Crown, and Her | 
very Life, at laſt a Burden. She could have 
20 reſt in Her Spirit, becauſe others would 
have none in theirs So tenderly did She 
ſympathize with Her People's Infirmities, 
that their Jealoufies and Fears, were Her 
Agonies and Torments. 


BU T though all Her People, and all 
their Concernments lay zear her Heart; 
yet zone had the Honour of a zearer Ap- 
proach to it, than they, whoſe Province it is 
to wait at the Altar, and to Miniſter in 
Holy Things: Nor on any therefore, more 
ſtrictly, than on theſe, doth Gratitude faſten 
its Bonds and Obligations. 


AS Religion was Her Principal Care, 
and She (a) had ſet the Lord always before 
Her; ſo the (b) Houſes of God and the Of- 
fices thereof were regarded by Her, with a 
Munificence proportioned to Her Senſe of 


their Wants, and to the Importance of ſup- 


plying 


„ mn 


— * 


(a) Pſal. xvi. 8. | 

(b) Nehemiab xiii. 14. Witneſs to this Purpoſe, Har No- 
ble Gift of the Firft Fruits or Tenths to the · poorer Clergy; | 
aud HR Royal Care, for enlarging the Opportunities of Pub. 
lick Worſhip, by building Fifty new Churches; and for the | 
more Regular Celebration of it, by Canverting Chapels Þ 
where they ſhould be judged fit, into Parochial Cnuxckzs. 
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lying them. God we truſt, hath remem.- 
. . and will yet remember Her concerni 

wy this; nor will any Time wipe out the Me- 
w mory of the good Deeds which She hath 


done 0 


She hath now a Reſt from all Her La- 

bours; the Inſolencies of Faction do not 
torture Her; the Madneſs of the People 
0 doth not affect Her; Her Works follow 


- Her, and She feels, we doubt not, the 
DP" I bleſſed Difference between the Scepter of 


an Earthly, and an Heavenly Kingdom ; 
between a Crown ſurcharged with Cares 
and Fears, beſet with Deſign and Intereſt, 
and endleſs Conteſts, and a Crown, which 
hath All, and infinitely more than All, the 
Splendor and Felicity of the former, with- 


are, ¶ out the dark fide of its Incumbrances and 
fore WF Torments. The oppreſſive Weight of the 
Of- One, hath haſtened, in all likelihood Her 
tha Approaches to the other. Here, and Here 
155 only, Her People's Intereſts, and Her's were 


ſeparated; ſince here She is a Gainer by 
their Loſs: The ſingle Inſtance wherein 
She was ever ſo! And nothing but Death 
could have produced even this Example! 


"Pub. i Let Her live long in the Hearts of Her 
r the People; and let Her Name be celebrated 
. with 
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with Honour, even by our lateſt Poſterity; 
Let Her Memory be ever precious with 
us, as Her Death is in the Sight of God; and 
let no virulent Tongue aſperſe or darken it, 
without our deepeſt Reſentments, as of a 
common Injury. art 


AND as She ever had while Living, 
the Hearts of Her People, ſo would it be 
ungenerous in them, were they at Her 
Death to drop her Memory without its pro- 
per Honours. <P 
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POEM S 


On the Death of our late Moſt G FACLOUS S everergn 
QUBEN ANNE. 


— 


The Muſes Memorial of Her late 
MATESTY. 


Addreſrd to his GRACE the Duke of 
Buckinghamſhire. 


I ER ſelf half dead, to find her QUzzN 
N expir'd, 


fe Þ The Loyal Muſe to diſtant Shades retir'd ; 
But not as heretofore, to ſeek Relief, 


E 


From Solitude, but to indulge her Grief, 
1 A Oypreſs- 


2 POEMS on the Death of 


A Cypreſs-Grove around the Valley grew, 


And that inviron'd with the fatal Tew ; 

The Center awful with a gloomy Cave, 
Delightful here, becauſe fo like the Grave : 

For none but thoſe who'd fain lay down the Load 
Of wretched Life, will viſit this Abode ; 

Where Miſery may rave without Reſtraint, 

And nc'er diſturb the Happy with their Plaint ; 
Who with as eager Speed this Deſart ſhun, 


As hither thoſe (oppreſs' d with Sorrow) run. 


There ſtood the diſmal Bow'r, where Nature 
pin d, | 

And Grief and Night in cold Embraces Join'd ; 

Here Sorrow's Empreſs, all in Sable State, 

Gives Audience to the Meſſengers of Fate. 
Hymen there languiſhes, ſad and forlorn, 

His Taper quench'd, his Nuptiai Garland torn ; 

With broken Bows, the mourning Cupids lay 

Mongſt hov'ring Sighs of Lovers, ſnatch'd away 

By grcedy Fate, before the Nuprial Day. 


ad 


« 
* 


ure 
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Next Manſion, Moans of Parents, did contain; 


For hopeful Heirs in Field Untimely lain. 
Old Time, oblig'd, by ſtricteſt Charge, to make 


His Reck'nings up, withour the leaſt Miſtake, 


Obſerving here, his penſive Minutes paſs 

With ſlow Advance, was forc'd to ſhake his Glaſs, 
In Mis'ry's Cell, admiring at their Stay, 

Who from Mirth's Manſion, wing ſo faſt away; 


Vncouth and ſtrange, the Scenes preſented here, 


But this the moſt ſurprizing did appear; 

The little Griefs, like froward Babes, complain da 

The Mighty, mute as Niobe, remain d, 

A trickling, ſilent Show'r of Tears was all, 

But oh! A Show'r that never ceas'd to fall. 
Hither the Muſe arrives, with rightful Air 

Of Grief to Phrenzy grown, diſkevel'd Hair, 

And all the Symptoms of a wild Diſpair. 

Yet in Diſtraction till her Duty knew, 

And to the Goddeſs paid Obeyſance duc ; 

Ar length, as Zeal wou'd more than tha can, 

With half. recover d Breath, ſhe thus began: 


B 2 Empreſs 
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_ Empreſs of Shades, and ſacred Solitude, 


That on your cloſe Retirement J intrude, 


Forgive; for tho I come no Stranger here, 


With deep Concern and Dread, I now appear, 
Upon a Viſit, that will coſt you dear: 


Force you with fiercer Fury to deplore, 


And ſuifer Pangs you never felt before: 


Thus ſpake the Muſe, nor more had Som to 
ſay, 


But ſwoln with Paſſion, ſunk and ſwoon'd away. 
The QUEEN aſide her Eon Scepter laid, 

To raiſe the Proſtrate from the Ground; and ſaid, 

I gueſs the rort'ring Tidings ——but proceed, 


For Sorrow's us'd on diſmal Tales to feed, 


Ill News is my Repaſt 'Tis wocful Fare. 
(The Muſe replies ) and T have had my Share. 


As from my Cottage I withdrew, to take 
My Ev ning Walk, beſide the Cryſtal Lake *, 


A haſty Nymph and Shepherd crols'd my Way, 


Who ſcarce allow'd a Moments Stop, to ſay, 


—— —— = — — — — — 


| 5 The Thames. 
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Ah wretched Myſe! Ah, Daughter of Diſtreſs! 


For why that why, your ſelf roo ſoon will gueſs. 


Your Quztn,—That's all, and then their ſpeed 
renew d. | 


As if at Heels, by murd'ring Thieves perſu'd, 
Or ſuddain rouz'd from their Repoſe, and told, 
The Wolf, the Wolf is leap'd into the Fold. 

On Wings of Love and Fear to Court I flew, 
Of my Dear Queen to take a diſtant View, 
(Then ſilent to my Rural Cell repair, 

As was my wont) But what a Change was there! 
I faw DiſtraCtion through the Palace ſpread, 
The Graces weeping round the Royal Bed, 

And all the dazling Train of Beauty * fled ; 


Nor ſeem'd it ſtrange to find thoſe Stars retir'd, 
When their Celeſtial Cynthia was expir d. 

At length a Sacred and Imperial Dame, 
Into the dark and ſilent Preſence came; 
Euſebia and Britannia, one Renown'd 


For Sanctity, the next with Grandeur crown'd ; 


—— — — 4 
— — — — — 
ee i 4 4 


* —— — . TO RA———H- 


* Ladies of the Court. 
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Fach with Her Honour's Enſign waving high, 
| 
The Signals of Her Pow'r, or Piety. 


The Venerable Matron firſt appears, 
Adorn'd with Age, and beautify'd by Years, 
A Privilege conferr'd by Heaven on Her, 
Who to crown'd Pomp, Heav'ns Service did prefer, 
Between Extreams She Steers Her Paſlage ; free 
From Superſtition, and Indecency ; 
No Gaudy Garbs that Pagan Pomp expreſs, 
Yet gives Devotion, a becoming Dreſs, _ 
Preſerv'd through Storms, by providential Care, 
Religion's woeful Ruins to repair, 
And till She ſees Her Ark ſecurely ride, 
Tho' daſſid with furious-Waves on either ſide; 
| Sublim'd by Suff rings, under Suff'ring ſtill, 
Calm, and reſign'd to the Celeſtial Will: 


Ev'n now, altho* with pining Sorrow faint 

To Ground She falls, She falls without Complaint, 
| Her Coronet of Stars to Earth caſt down, 

| And on Her tender Front, a Thorny Crown: 
Yet this fair Mourner, while ſo much diſtreſs'd; 
Of Heav'n the darling Daugliter was confeſs'd, 
While 


a Ct OI - n — 
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While on Her Perſon in ſuch low Eſtate, 

A Guard of Scraphs not diſdain'd to wait. 
Auguſt Britannia in that diſmal Hour, 

Half-bluſhing ſaw Her gen'rous Lion Lowr; 


He now lies grov'ling, whoſe once aweful Roar 
Struck Terror to the Worlds remoteſt Shore: 


Her Scepter dropt, as weary of its Sway, 

Her Golden Globe, roll'd careleſsly away ; 

Yer ſtill an Air of Grandeur did confeſs, 
Aweful in Tears, Majeſtick in Diſtreſs : 

Both Sick with Grief, while ſilent both remain'd 
And their big Hearts with ſecret Sighs reſtrain'd. 


Not Cenſure's ſelf (ſays Sorrow's QUEEN) 
cou'd blame 


Their Conduct, if their Grief to outrage came; 


| Juſt Reaſon had thoſe Matrons to deplore, 


Forlorn on Earth, Her Empire's Emblems lay ; 


Royal Britannia much, Divine Euſeb;a more. 
Then thus the Muſe, ———— 


As Streams, whilſt by ſurrounding Banks with- 
held, 


Are huſh'd, and in a ſilent Eddy ſwell'd, 
. Thoſe 


\ 
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Thoſe Banks once broke that did their Courſe 


controul, 
With more impetuous, rapid Fury rowl, 
So theſe'fair Mourners overwhelm'd with Grief, 


Burſt out into Complaints, poor Suff'rers laſt 
Relief, 


But c're their ſad Condolements 1 relate, 
Firſt let me draw thoſe dift 'rent Scenes of Fate, 
In Britain's Court, the various Aſpects ſeen, 
When She poſſeſt, and when She loſt her 'Quzex: 
Tf then your Rural Muſe you will permit 
Her Field and Grove and Safer Shore to quit 
Unskill'd, and in a ſlender Skiff to make 
A dcfp'rare Venture on the Briny Take, 
Then gentle Goddeſs, this Sea-Proſpect take, 
You'll ſome Reſemblance find, tho faint and ſhorr, 


Between Great Britain's Ocean and her Court. 


As when a Firſt Rate in her Naval Pride, 
Of Flags and Pendants on a Swelling-Tide, 
Wich ſuch a gentle Breeze, as Therzs craves 


To deck her Azure Front with Curling-Wayes, 


S230. ad , SS 
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ort, 
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And laughs to ſee her Nereids toil in vain 


To catch the Streamers pictur'd in the Main, 


Whilſt twinkling Shoals aloof the Pomp purſue, 


And leaping Dolphins catch a diſtant View; 


The Skies Serene and Clear, the Weather Warm, 


Not the leaſt Symptom of a riſing Storm; 
The Company on Board, all Blith and Gay, 
With Tales and Songs beguile the Watry-way; 
The ſmiling Aſpect of Earth, Seca, and Air, 
All for a laſting Calm, and ſettled Fair. 


Such was ch Appearance then of ANNA's Cour, 


A Glorious Scene, but of Endurance ſhort. 
For lo! a ſuddain change of Weather falls, 

And diſmal Gloom, that for a Tempeſt calls; 

Now, full of Rage, for long Reſtraint before, 


Out- ruſh the cavern'd Winds, with hideous won 


And tumble Mountain-Billows to the Shore. 


One Guſt blows off, and fiercer Guſts begin, 
Both Elements alarm'd with dreadful Din; 


Thund'ring aloft of Clouds engaging Clouds, 


Here groaning Maſts, torn Sails and rattling 
Shrowds; 


Flaſhes 
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Flaſhes of Lightning give, and ſnatch the Day, 
And rouz'd Sea-Monſters, in the Tempeſt play, 
With glaring Eyes, and Noſtrils that reſpire 
Sulphureous Flames, and ſer the Flood on Fire; 
All Prodigies that Terrour can create, 

All Omens of inevitable Fate: 

The Veſſel labours, yet the Sailors ſtrive, 

To ſtem theSurge, while Strengthand Hope 8 
Till ſpent, and forc d to let her Hull, and drive. 
Then feeling She has ſtruck, with diſmal Shock, 
Of all her ſtately Frame, on ſome blind Rock; 
That makes both Keel, and Ribs, and Rudder crack, 
Till Found' ring quite, and Bulging to a Wreck; 
The whole Ship's Crew, a while with dire Amaze, 
And ſpeechleſs Horror on cach other gaze, 

But when to Leaks below, her Loft ier Brinks 


Submit, t' o'cr-whelming Waters, and ſhe 


Then Shricks, and Yells, and complicated 
n 


That ſtun the Bluſt ring Storm, and ſcare the 
Thundring Skies, 


Of 
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Of AN NAs Court, ſuch was th' Appearance 
then; 


— When Goddeſs,— Ah! too much T've ſaid: 


That Sigh of yours ſhews me, I need not tell you 
when. 


Ah me, I've launch'd too far, and from the 
Strand, 


) waving Signal Summons me to Land, 
> And to the doleful Palace, where bereft 
Por Language, we thoſe Mournful Ladies left, 


Whoſe Sorrows now ( impatient of Reſtraint ) 


zurſt out into a Torrent of Complaint ; 


and firſt Euſebia, as the molt diſtreſt, 
Diſcharg d the Conflict of her lab'ring Breaſt, 


n Sounds which wou'd, (by Savage Tygers felt) 


ake Stubborn Oaks relent, and Marble Moun- 
rains melt. 


Oh diſmal Change, too ſudden, and too vaſt, 


e Waves of Woe, you preſs on me to faſt, 


| 


ince yet my Grief is green for ſuch a loſs, 


s my whole Stock of Tears might well engroſs, 


he Vhilſt Thunder-ſtruck , and grov ling on the 


Ground, 


Of ou give a ſecond and ſeverer Wound! 
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My Sphere invaded by another Night, 
That had ſo lately loſt her leading Light; 
My Sun extinguiſh'd, who with Rays Divine, 


Blaz'd out, and taught my younger Stars to 
thine, 


My pow'rful pan „ my ruling Paſtor Dead! 


Whoſe pious Care my Flocks and Shepherds 
fed; 


Endu'd with Skill to work my Fold's Increaſe, 

And Charm contending Paſtors into Peace; 

Whoſe Life and Aſpect did juſt Patterns give, 

What Figures Angels make, and how they Live, 
Divincly humble in Preferment's Height, 

Nor then diſdain' d on needy Worth to wait, 

For Oh; his Charity no Limits knew, 

But like Heav'ns Manna in the gathering grew. 
His Viſits like an Angels, brought Relief, 

To the levereſt Agonics of Grief; 

Th Appearance of his Perſon caſt an Air 

Of Comfort, o'er the Confines of Deſpair; 

Cou'd threatning Terror of his Rage beguile, 

Raiſe fainting Hope, and make Affliction ſmile. 


— — 


— —— T — — — 


Prince George, 


Greal 
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Great ANN A's Self with Storms of State 
oppreſt, | 


To his calm Converſation flew for Reſt ; 
Twas there her Dove-like Soul, Repoſe cou'd find, 


VVhen all without that Ark was wrangling Waves 
and VVind. 


Where's now this Comforter > No longer ſeen? 


On Earth no longer. No? Then where's my 
QUEEN ? 


To native Skies return d Too large a Share 
Thoſe Skies exact. tis more than Earth can ſpare: 


Thus when encroaching Scas new Conqueſts 
make, 


So much of Land, as they transform to Lake, 
So much they looſe on Shore, that they forſake.“ 
Both Mortals and Immortals, Earth and Skies, 
Are Suff rers all, when Sov reign Virtue dies: 
Who to my Temple now ſhall lead the Way, 
And there inſtruct Devotion how to pray ? 
Well have our Gen'rals led, and Souldiers fought, 
Bur 4NNA's Oriſons the Conqueſt brought; 
Her fervent Vows our Troops with Courage ſteel d, 
She pray d, and in her Cloſet, won the Field; 


From 


2 
2— — war — w $4 2 
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2 From thence the waiting Seraphs wing'd away, 
To fix the wav ring Fight and gain the Day. 


Where now ſhall Meekneſs for Protection fly? 
To whom ſhall ſhiv'ring Charity apply? 


To whom ſhall now her Infant-Orphans cry ? 


See where around her Tomb, they take their Stands, 


And wail, and ſob, and wring their little Hands. 


O Heav'n-born Piety, what render Breaſt, 
Like Hers, ſhall make Thee now its early Gueſt ? 
Religion, that Her Life did ſo adorn, 

Of Her took ſpecial Charge, as ſoon ” born ; 
The Virtues then a Royal Vigil kept, 

And Graces rock'd the Cradle where ſhe ſlept, 
With Her to Court they came, with Her retir'd, 
With Her were crown'd, with Her almoſt expir'd- 

Expir'd !— Not ſo, nor ſhall whilſt here remain 
Of her fair Favourites ſo Bright a Train, 

Whom ANNA worthy of her Friendſhip deem'd, 
As they the Saint, as much as QUEEN eſteem'd; 
The ſtrongeſt Springs that can Affection move, 
Reſembling Virtues drew their mutual Love: 


This 


2 — > — — I MH ff 
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To have been happy if no longer ſo. 
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This baffled Death in what his Spite deſign d, 
Who, tho he ſeiz d her Perſon, left behind, 
Such Copies of her moſt Angelick Mind : 


Which makes my Loſs (tho yaſt ) this Comfort 
give, 


While They ſurvive, my Royal Saint ſhall live. 
Thus urg'd the ſacred Matron her Complaint, 


VVith remper'd Paſſion, as became a Saint: 


Britannia Hers, with more tempeſtuous Flame, 
And ſuch as beſt, her Sov'reign ſelf became, 
That(withtheMourner)ſhow'd th Imperial Dame. 

What! I, that once did Foreign N ations awe, 
Gave both encroaching States, and Tyrants Law, 
Reduc'd to ſee ſo vaſt a Gulph between 


My preſent Self, and what I once have been! 


Have been! Why that's th Extremity of Woe, 


Ev'n Eve, in Eden, I did repreſent, 
When Earth and Skies contriv'd for her Content; 
Her Bow'r beſprinkled with Celeftial Dew, '_ 


No ſcorching Blight,nor raff*ling Tempeſt knew, 
Only Eteſian Gales and balmy Zepbyrs blew : 


Her 
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Her ſavage Subjects, then a harmleſs Throng, 


Kneel'd to falute Her, as ſhe paſt along, 
And feather'd Choirs careſs'd Her with a Song. 
The Vine, the Pine, Pomegranate, and the Peach, 
With burden d Branches bending to her Reach. 
Before her Steps, a Show'r of 7a mine ſhed, 
And Souls of Roſes hov ring o'er her Head. 
She cropt her G arden, elſe the fertile Soil, 

(Spo 
With crowding Flow'rs, had cruſh'd the capa 
She labour'd, but delightful was the Toil. 


Serenely then return'd to her Repoſe, 


She ſlept ſcrenely, and ſerenely roſe ; 

No Dreams, or Dreams that did her Bliſs improve, 
And wrapt her to the Paradiſe above, 

VVhich far thoſe Aromatick Bow'rs excell'd ; 
But now, like Eve, from Paradiſe expell'd, 

My Eden find into a barren Soil 


Transform'd ; a fad return for all my 7Toil: 


VVhile Storms of Strife, my waking Hours moleſt, 
And diſcontented Dreams, my Midnight Reſt : 
For a brave Race of Britons, once renown'd 
For Arms Abroad, at Home with Plenty crown'd, 

A mecker 


. 


cr 
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A meager Crowd of Britiſh Ghoſts I fee; 
A pillag'd Realm, and pawn'd Poſterity : 
The ſilver Current, that ſhou'd freely flow, 
Bankt up, and ſtary'd the Channel all below. 
Anſwer me, conſcious Stars! and let me know 
To what, and whom, my Grievances I owe? 
Yes, I do know—and ſhall, what next ſhe ſaid, 
Of dire Corruptions rhro' the Nation ſpread, 043 
Strange Frauds ſprung up, and Publick Spirit fled, 
Of purchas'd Senates, and a People ſold, : 
Self. ſold, Law, Freedom, barter'd all for Gold: 
How two grand Vices, tho of diff rent Kind, 11 
And Oppoſites, to Ruin her, combin d. 
While thoſe wide Waſtes, lewd Luxury had made, 
Were by rapacious Avarice repaid ; 
(Not ſo, my Gen'rous QUEEN,——— 
Who like the Pelican, in Times of Need, 
For craving e. made her own Boſom bleed.) 
How jangling Parties made her Realm ſuſtain 
All Plagues, that Rage where Strife and Diſcord 


reign ; 
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And then prodigious Secrets did impart, 


Yes, Prodigzes, that made the Sus to ſtart ; 
Bur ill beſeems a Muſe of Rural Cell, 
Intrigues of State to know, and worſe to tell; 
And therefore from the Palace I withdrew, 


Here ( grieving Goddeſs ) to condole with you. 


But Sorrow's Empreſs, with Reſentment fir'd, 

Cry d,out—my Province 'tis to mourn, retir 9 0 

More publick Tribute's from a Muſe requir'd. 
The Mourning Muſe, her dewy Aſpect rears, 


Like, Sun- ſhine glitt ring through a Show'r of 
Tears, 


And thus, with modeſt Grace too well I know 
What to my Royal Patroneſs T owe, 
And gloriouſly T ſhould the Charge fulfill, 

Were but my Strength, proportion'd to my Will: 
But whilſt T gaze on Excellence ſo bright, 

My Senſe is dazled, and I'm loſt in Light; 
Yet ſtill my Weakneſs can for Succour fly, 

And to the APOLLO Þ of our Age apply. 


+ His Grace the Duke of Buckinghan ſhire, 


u. 


Vill: 


Death. 


Queen ANNE. 1 
Oh for the noble Muſe that ſweetly mouri d, 


And Death's dark Temple *, to Fame's Palace 
.turn'd ; 


In Sorrow's Vale, a Due Grove cou'd raiſe; 

That triumph'd o'er the Myrtle and the Bays ; © 
A wondrous Scene of Dolor and of Dread, 

Heart-piercing Story, yet with Plc aſure read, 11 
In Pity to rhe ſuffering Lover s Pain, ? WP; 5 
Wich Sighs we read, and Sighing read 2gain:, | 
But Grief can Charm, and Terror give Delights 
When Britain's POLLI1O condeſcends co V rite: 
Whoſe God. like Genius, ſrom their ruin d State, 


Reſcu'd the Muſes, and revers'd their Fate: 
Then to ſecure their Empire, did impart 
The perfect Precepts of the Sacred Art . 
That poets, who to juſt Applauſe aſpire, 


May Rage by Rule, and Blaze with govern'd _ 


Fire. 
Nor only did conſult for Poct's Praiſe, 


Bur Trophies for expir'd Deſert to raiſe; 


* —— —— 
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n 
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T His Lordjhip's Eſſay on Poctry. 
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The Charm that from Oblivion's Gulf can ſave, 
Tomb worth, and make Reprizals on the Grave; 


Make Virtue, Truth, and Honour, from their 
Hearſe 


Spring up, and Flouriſh in Immortal Verſe. 


e 


If ſuch a Muſe the Glorious Toil embrac d, 
And with Her Images, the Subject grac' d, 


Our Royal Saint wou d look with Pleaſure down, 
And with a Smile, the beauteous Labour crown ; C 
While I, to ſolemn Shades, depriv'd of Day, 


Retire, and Mourn the ſhort Remains of Life 
away. 


Queen ANNE. 


On the DEATH of 


Our Late moſt Gracious Sovereign 


Queen ANNE. 


— 


"By Biſhop STL NIBE 


WIr her Britannia wept ELiza's Doom, 


And mourn'd with equal Tears Maria's 
Tomb, 


As each deſery'd, each equal Muſes drew, 
Nor to their Heaven without a Poet flew ; 


But now, what bolder Wing her Fame ſhall try: 
Who follow Ax NA thro' the boundleſs Sky: 
Who ſhall deſcribe in an exalted Strain, 
The Wars and Triumphs of a Female Reign 2 

QC 3 Who 
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Who Nations in eternal Leagues rehearſe, No 


— — 


And PEACE well worthy an eternal Verſe? | Thy 


Thou, * Sacred Dome, whom Royal Founders But 1 
claim, 


Wonted of old to grace the Royal Name, 


And with a f hundred tuneful Tongues return 


Thy grell Sorrow to each PRINCE 's Urn, 


lea 
Do thou, with proper Notes, the Youth inſpire; : m6 
Breath VisG1L's Trumpet, touch tht Ho RATIAN 18 
Ly yre. 
So may thy Walls to ancient Splendor riſe, 55 
And thy Atbentan Turrets mate the Skies! And 
And Thou, whoſe Lib'ral Hand my Fortunes Thu 
rais d, 
And 
O Qusrex! for ever Lov'd, for ever Prais'd; c 
Receive the Tribute which my Numbers bring, VP 
nc 
While the Muſe ſicikes rhe Elegiac String: T1 
| c 
White Life was Thine, how much to Thee I owe, 
* Th) 
How plenteous did thy Stream of Bleſſings flow? Wh 
O! how I grieve, for all Thy Bounty gave, "Bi. 


To bring this Mouri; Ful IF 1 ring to Thy Grave. 


— ũ—ũä— — — — ————— — — — — —— — 
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* Chriſt-Church. ＋ The Number of Students, 
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No Time ſhall ever from my Mind deface 
Thy Looks, Thy Glories, and Diviner Grace. 
But moſt Thy Ancient Truth, Thy Pious Soul. 
With conſtant Glowings in my Boſom roll, 
The dear Remembrance ever is impreſt, 1 111! 
What Love of True Religion warm'd Thy Breaſt! 
Pleas'd I revolve, as often as I brought* - 


The Suppliant's Pray'r, and for the Wretched 
fought, 


How kind you heard, how phlenteous pour'd your 
Store, 


And tho' I ask'd for much, You granted more. 
Thus at your Sight Afidtion grew more mild, 
And Fortune loſt her Anger as You ſmil d. 
O had but envious Death made ſome Delay, 
And not ſo haſty ſnatch'd the Royal Prey : 
Then, (may Her Promiſes + to me be ſhown!) 
Thy Muſes, Oxford, had Her Bleſſings known. 


What Domes, O Sacred Mother, had(t thou ſcen, 


The Pious Gift of a Religious Que N! 


— — 


* Being Lord- Almoner to Her Majeſty. | 
T Her Majeſty promis'd a large Contribution towards Re- 
building the new Quadrangle at Chriſt-Church. 
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How had another Area rais'd its Head, 
And ſcornful o'er its ancient Ruins ſpread ! 
What Walls had roſe! what lofty Turrets crown'd, 
Themes for thy Sons in future Days to ſound, 
But now, when here the Tray ler turns his Eyes, 
And ah! the great unfiniſh'd Labour ſpies ; 

A double Pity riſes from his View, 

He mourns the Public Loſs, and Oxford's too. 


9 
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By EDWaRD YOUNG, L. L. B. and Fellow ae 
All-Souls College, Oxon. 
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* = wi 


Sing but ah! my Theme I need not tell! 
See every Eye with conſcious Sorrow ſwell, 
Who now to Verſe would raiſe his humble Voice: 
Can only ſhew his Duty, not his Choice. 
How great the Weight of Grief our Hearts ſuſtain! 
We languiſh, and to ſpeak is to complain. 

Let us look back, (for who too oft can view 
That moſt Illuſtrious Scene, for ever New?) 
See all the Seaſons ſhine on A NN A's Throne, 
And pay a conſtant Tribute, not their own. 

Her Summers Heats not Fruits alone beſtow, | 


They reap the Harveſt, and ſubdue the Foe; 


And 
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And when black Storms confeſs the diſtant Sun, 


Her Winters wear the Wreaths, her Summers won. 
Revolving Pleaſures in their Turns appear, 
And Triumphs are the Product of the Year. 
To crown the Whole, great Joys in greater ceaſe, 
And glorious Victory is loſt in Peace. 

Whence this Profuſion on our fayour'd Iſle 2 
Did partial Forrune on our Virtue ſmile, 
Or did the Scepter, in Great ANN A's Hand, 


Stretch forth this rich Indulgence o'er our Land: 


Ungrateful Britain! Quit thy groundleſs Claim, 


Thy QUEEN and thy Good-Fortune are the ſame. 


Hear, with Alarms our Trumpets fill the Sky; 


'Tis ANNA reigas! The Gallic Squadrons fly. 
We ſpread our Canvaſs to the Southern Shore; 
Iis ANNA reigns! the South reſigns her Store. 


Her Virtue ſmooths the Tumult of the Main, 


And ſwells the Field with Mountains of the Slain. 


Argyle and Churchill but the Glory ſhare, 
While Millions lye ſubdu' d by A NN A's Pray 'r. 


How 
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And join'd their Wings, a ſhelter o'er her Head. 


She ſhed her Bounty, piouſly profuſe, 


And fill wich genial Seed his laviſh Hand; 
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How great her Zeal! How fervent her Deſire ! 
How did her Soul in holy Warmth expire! 
Conſtant Devotion did her Time divide, 

Not ſet Returns of Pleaſure or of Pride. 
Not want of Reſt ; or the Sun's parting Ray, 
But finiſh'd Duty, limited the Day. 


How ſweet ſucceeding Sleep ! what lovely 
Themes 


Smil'd in her Thoughts, and ſoften'd all her 


Dreams! 


Her Royal Couch deſcending Angels ſpread, 


Tho Europes Wealth and Glory claim'd a Part, 
Religion's Cauſe reign'd Miſtreſs of her Heart: 
She ſaw, and griev'd to ſee the mean Eſtate 


Of thoſe who round the hallow'd Altar wait; 


And thought it more her own in Sacred Uſe. 


Thus on his Furrow, See! the Tiller ſtand, 


He truſts the Kindneſs of the fruitful Plain, 1 


And providently ſeatters all his Grain. WY 
What 
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| | What ftrikes my Sight? does proud Auguſta 
| 


riſe 
New to behold, and awfully ſurprize ? 
Her lofry Brow more numerous Turrets crown, 
j And ſacred Domes, on Palaces look down : 
A noble Pride of Piety is ſhown, 
And Temples caſt a Luſtre on the Throne. 
How would this Work another's Glory raiſe ! 
But ANNA s Greatneſs robs her of the Praiſe. 
Drown d in a brighter Blaze it diſappears. 


Who dry'd the Widows, and the Orphans Tears } 
Who ſtoop'd from high to ſuccour the Diſtreſt, 
And reconcile the wounded Heart to Reſt 2 


| | Greatin her Goodneſs, well could we perceive, 
Whoever ſought, it was a QUEEN that gave. 
Misfortune loſt her Name, her guiltleſs Frown 
But made another Debtor to the Crown; 


And each unfriendly Stroke, from Fate we bore, 
Became our Title to the Regal Store. 


Thus injur'd Trees adopt a foreign Shoot, 
And their Wounds bloſſom with a fairer Fruit, 


"_ 


%- 
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Ye Numbers, who on your Misfortunes thriv d, 
When firſt the dreadful Blaſt of Fame arriv d, 
Say what a Shock, what Agonies you felt, 
How did your Souls with tender Anguiſh melt! 
That Grief,which Living ANNA's Love ſuppreſt, 
Shook like a Tempeſt every grateful Breaſt. 

A ſecond Fate our ſinking Fortunes try d! 
A ſecond Time our tender Parents dy d! 

Heroes returning from the Field we crown, 

And Deify the haughty Victor's Frown. 
His ſplendid Wealth too raſhly we admire, 


.Catch the Diſeaſe, and burn with equal Fire: 


Wiſely to ſpend is the great Art of Gain; 

And One reliev'd, tranſcends a Million lain. 
When Time ſhall ask, where once Ramillia lay, 
Or Daxube flow'd that ſwept whole Troops away, 
One Drop of Water, that refreſh'd the Dry, 
Shall riſe a Fountain of Eternal Joy. 


But ah! to chat unknown and diſtant Date, 
Is Virtue's great Reward puſh'd off by Fate; 


Here random Shafts in every Breaſt are found, 
Virtue and Merit but provoke the Wound. 


Auguſt 
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Auguſt in native. Worth, and regal State, 
ANNA ſate Arbitreſs of Europe's Fate; 

To diſtant Realms did every Accent fly, 
And Nations watch'd each Motion of her Eye. 
Silent, nor longer awful to be ſeen, 

How ſinall a Spot contains the mighty Q uz en? 
No Throng of ſuppliant Princes mark the Place; 
Where Britain's Greatneſs is compos'd in Peace : 


The broken Earth is ſcarce diſcern'd to riſe, | 


And a Stone tells us where the Monarch lies. 


Thus end matureſt Honours of a Crown! 
This is the laſt Concluſion of Renown! 


So when with idle Skill the wanton Boy 


Breachs through his Tube; he ſees, with 9 rJoy, 


The trembling Bubble, in its riſing ſmall; 

And by degrees expands the gfirr ring Ball. | 
But when, to full perfection blown, ir flies | 
High in the Air, and ſhines in various Dies, : 
The little Monarch, with a falling Tear, _ 
Sees his World burſt at once, and ane | 
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4 S when the Sun neglects the nn 


Sphere, 


And genial Warmth reforms the rigid Year, 
VENUS deſcends in ſoft and wholeſome Show'rs, | 


To deck the wanton Meads, and Paint the 
Flow'rs, 


The Virgin Lily, and the modeſt Roſe, 
Their fragrant Breaſts with harmleſsPride diſcloſe, 


Whilſt the gay Spring with innocent Delight 


A's 5 


Admires, Adores, and Lives upon the Sight. 
If Boreas then ſhould draw his Armies forth, 
Or looſe the Tempeſts of the Stormy Nortb. 


Then 
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Then ſure Deſtruction all the Spring invades ; 
The Roſe is blighred, and the Lily fades, 
Th untimely Fruit lies ſmother'd in the Womb, 


And Nature ſickens in its brighteſt Bloom. 
Thus Britain flouriſh'd bleſt with great Increaſe, 


Her Happineſs continual, as her Peace, 
Commerce reviv'd, and Faction was reſtrain'd, 


And ANNE the Good, the Great, th' Indul- 
gent, reign d. 


Diſtinguiſh'd with Majority of Cares, 

She over-rul'd th' obedient World's Affairs. 
Of Fortunes Throne poſſeſt ſublime ſhe ſtood, 
The Awe of lawleſs Pow'rs, the Joy of Good. 
Tho' envious Nature did its Flight oppoſe , 
Thro' Lybia's fiery Heats, and Scythian Snows, 
Her Fame untainted with a Blemiſh moy'd 


Remoteſt Regions Heard, Ador'd, and Loyd. 


Secur'd from Spaniſh Mines, and French Dra- 
goons, 


Rome's fearful Bulls, = Ttaly's Buffoons. 
Secur'd in Peace, in Peace again reſtor'd, 
By ANNA's Piety, and ANNA's Sword, 
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We dwelt upon the happy, happy Name 

W hence the whole Fountain of our Comforts came; 

When Heaven with mighty Power recall d its own, 

Recall d great ANNA, to an Heay'nly Throne: 

e, Then all our Joys and pleaſing Views were croſt, 
Our Hopes were blaſted, and our Proſpects loſt. 
In vain the great Misfortune we deplore, | 
The boiſt rous Tempeſt drives us from the Shore, F 
And all our pleaſing Comforts are no more. 


Now Rebel-Sons of Belial, you that dare, 
You that delight in Blood, and court the VVar; 
Now rack your Spight, and in vile Colours painr 
The pious Labours of the Bleſſed Saint: 

For know, Ungrateful, know ſhe's gone to prove 
Th' immortal Sweets of Beatifick Love; 

VVhere pureſt Bliſs, and cen Exceſs of Joys, 
An whole Eternity of Life employs : 

VV here Streams of Pleaſure ever, ever flow, 


Such Pleaſures as the Saint but there can know: 


p AN 
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An Epiſtle to Mr. P O P E, 


ON THE | 
Death of Her late MAJESTY, 


Queen ANNE, j 


Of BLESSED and IMMORTAL Memory. 


b 
| | Sur 
By Mr. ALEETT. 

= 35 ; 4-505, 
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we the Poets in melodious Song, 
| Or, ſooth our Griefs, or flying Joys Wh 
prolong ; 12 5 
Or in ſoft Strains of Elegy wou'd move, 10 l 
In late Poſterity, the Tears of Love: Tur 
{ Nought do they merit but th' Egyptian Rod, Yer 
3 The 


Unhallow'd Incenſe but prophanes a God. 


"Tis 
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"Tis not in Verſe t'embalm Great ANNA's 
Name ; 


*Tis not in Verſe to ſwell the Cheeks of Fame, + 


If we attempt to Praiſe, what do we but Blaſ: / | 


pheme 2 J 


Say, what bold Genius ever could deſine 
Th' immortal Graces of the Mind Divine ? 
Alas! this Genius would Perfection want, 
Tho' Heav'n inſpire, or tho' an Angel paint. 


Yet, would our HOMER dare to merit praiſe, 
Sure twere Religion to reward his Lays. Hog 
Would He, advent'rous ſing the beſt of Qu ts Ns; 
Each Britiſp Heart ſhould praiſe th'immortal Lines. 


Who, without Spleen can hear a ſing-ſong Knave, 

In ſenſeleſs Jingles thro' the Gamut rave; | 

Turn Perfian, and adore cach riſing Sun, ) 

Vet blaſt choſe Laurels which Great ANNA won, 

The brighteſt Monarch which c're fill d 7 
Throne. 
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Be bold then, SIR, exert a Britox's Flame, 5, 
Extend her Glories, and exalt her Name; 4 


Oh! firſt and laſt aſſert Great injur'd ANN A's 
Fame. d 


i the 


Thine, like Amphion's Hand, can raiſe the Stone, 
And from Deſtruction call our Factious Town; —_—_— 
Make Statues weep, and ev'ry Eye to flow; 


Such Tears to Virtue and our QUEEN we owe! ſ — 


Tis for a Goddeſs we your Song command; 
A Goddeſs may reward APELLE S's Hand. 
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On the DEATH of 
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ne, 
1; 2 8 . e e 
Mors, utinam pavidos vita ſubducere nilles, 
Sed virtus te ſola daret. Lucret. 
e! _ 5 
Wake! my Muſe, awake! tis time to riſe, 
When th us the Moon eclipis'd in Darkneſs 
I. lies, | 


And all the Stars, which ſo refulgent ſhine, 

Now diſappear, and all their Heads decline : 
Beſides, the Azure Clouds do ſeem to weep, 
As tho' ſome Mighty God was fall'n aſleep. 

An Omen tis, I fear, of ſome ſad Fate, 


VVhich does portend ſome Evil to our State; 


For as I walk along, methinks I hear 
The Sybil, ſilent with a Panick Fear. 
True! for the laſt Words that the Sybil ſpoke 
Was ANNA's dead, no longer me invoke ; 
D 3 When 


On 
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When Pain and Anguiſh ſeiz d her Royal Breaſt, 
* And almoſt had depriv'd her of her Reſt, 
She now, and then, a Sigh, or Tear would ſhed; 
But oh! like Frankincenſe, how did it ſpread ? 
* Buthaving madc her Peace, ſhe clos'd herEyes, 
And made her Exit with—Great ANNA dyes. 
Why then, with others of the Sacred Lyre, 
Do thou, my Muſe, to ſing her Praiſe, aſpire. 
Is ANNA dead, ANNA! the Wiſe, the Great ; 
Immortal ANNA! the Fanaticks Hate; 
A QUEEN! the Glory of her Sex and Age, 
Whoſe Death to us does future Ills preſage. 
Oh! Heavens, hadſt thou but ANNA's Life pre- 
A Life by all but Schiſmaticks rever'd, (vs, 
Who tho' to them She did ſome Favour ſhow, 
Vet {till did they the more obedient grow: 
Or rather did they nor, ſuch as they were, 
Contriye to fill her Breaſt wich anxious Care? 
Which did the Anger of the Gods provoke, 
Oppreſt with Grief, ar laſt her Heart they broke. 
Then might the Clergy ireely ſpeak their Mind, 
Nor with ſuch Treatment mect, as ſince they find, 
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„ When they might in the Churches pray and preach, 

what Holy Scriptures of themſelves do teach; 
But oh! on that, my Satyrizing Muſe, 

Forbear to ſpeak, and nobler Thoughts infuſe ; 

As pious Chriſtians, we muſt all ſubmit, 

To what kind Faves it ſelf for us thinks fit; 

And tho' triumphant ANNA now is gone, 


Yet ſtill God's Anger will not always burn; 
And tho' Republicans againſt her write, 
As Fiends “ in Miſchief always take Delight; 
Yer {till the Muſes will her Fame defend, 
Till Time ſhall be no more, and have an End. 
Tho! this is all that can by chem be ſaid, 
d, Now She within the Sacred Urn is laid, 
Death took her Mortal Part, but God her Spirit, 
That ſhe above might endleſs Bliſs inherit, 
And ſing th' Almighty's Praiſe amongſt the reſt, 


Where lives the Souls of Saints completely bleſt ; 
For as ſhe liv'd, ſo living did retire, 


ke, Io join in Conſort with the Heavenly Quire. 
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On the DEATH of 
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1 | 5 . SOR A 
J. 
H" vain are all Things here below? 
How ſhort-liv'd is our Glory! _ In 
Misfortunes ſoon reduce us low, 
And Death concludes our Story. Fc 
IT. 
Whilſt in the Prime of Strength and Years, R 


Stern Age ſeems diſtant from us ; 
Een then we haunted are with Fears T 


Of future Woes upon us. 


III. Amid 


—— 


— — 


idft 
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III. 
Amidſt our Raptures of Delight, 
When Mirth and Joys ſurround us, 
Miſhaps preſent themſelves to ſight; | 
Our very Thoughts confound us. 


IV. 
To Happineſs we all aſpire, 
But different Ways propoſe ; 
And whilſt too eager we deſire, 
The Bliſs we ſeek, we loſe. 


V. 


In vain we Wealth and Honours prize, 
In vain we long for Pow'r; 

For ſtill as we the higher riſe, 
We only ſink the lower. 


VI. 
Reſtleſs, we always Something crave, 
There's Something ſtill behind; 


That Something's only in the Grave, 
Tis there we Eaſe ſhall find. 


— ——— — 


— — — — — — — 
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VII. From 
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VII. 


From thence the Pious, Good, and juſt, * 
To endleſs Pleaſures riſe ; 

Attended by the Heav'nly Hoſt, 
See ANNA mount the Skies! 


VIII. 


Tho' us of Comfort She bereaves, 

She's now with Seraphs ſeen ; 
The Joy She ſought, She now receives, 
', VVho was both Saint and Queen. 
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ON THE 
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Of Her Majeſty, 
Queen ANNE. 


EE mournful Verſe in every Mortal raiſe, 


Or tender Pity, or immortal Praiſe, 


Britannia then would melt in Tears away, 

And to cternal Night transform Her Day. 

Than would Her Virgins in ſad Cypreſs clad, 
Bemoan the Fate of Princely AN NA dead. 
The Church, as She has cauſe in Robes of Tears, 


(Such now the very hardeſt Marble wears) 
Shall weep a Flood, her Eyes find'no Relief; 


Uncommon as her Loſs, ſo is her Grief. 


Indulgent Mothers thus their Children moan, 
Thus did Grear ANNA, thus did She alone. 
Her 
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Her People's Good She made Her only Care, 


Tn Peace moſt Sweet, moſt Fortunate in War. 


Ah, Death, thou Tyrant, thus to take the Good, 
And leave even Vertue's Self in Widow-hood. 

In Piety Her cluefeſt Glory lay, 

They're truly Great that dare not Vice obey. 
Thoſe who to Golden Crowns and Sceptres give 
More real Luſtre than they do receive. 

Bid fair in Time's Eternal Book to be, 


But rhey come ſhort, by far, Great QUEEN, of 
Thee. | 


Ah! Glorious Prince, born for the Nation's Good, 
Too late thy Worth, alas, we underſtood. 

As Love in Abſence burns with greater Heat, 

It is Enjoyment only Palls the Sweet. 


He that would make thy Character complear, 


May call Thee Good, Juſt, Wiſe, Sincere, and 
Great, 


Friend to the Church, and Patron to the Brave, 
When happy You did injured Europe ſave, 


And to Three Kingdoms, Peace and Plenty 
gave, 


— — 


Yet 


id 


a 
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Thrice Happy we, if for a kind Return, 
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Yet they'll ſucceed as common Painters do, 
It is at beſt but an imperfect View 


Of thoſe more noble Virtues known in You. 


Kings may from Her a Princely Pattern take, 


And Mercy love for its own gentle ſake: 


Mercy the greateſt Bleſſing Heaven cer gave, 

Tis next ro giving Life it ſelf, to ſave. 

No baſe inglorious Act cer ſtain d Her Throne, 
No Law more Sacred than Her Word was known. 
Our Love did with an equal Ardor burn. 

If ſo much Goodneſs does not raiſe our Flame, 
Ingratitude her ſelf will Bluſh with Shame. 


When 4NNA fell, no Thunder-Storms were 
heard, 


Calm as Her peaceful Mind: As if Death fear il, 
Some Guardian Angel with officious haſte, 7 

Had born Her hence cer he his Rites had paſt; 
Time, that in all things elſe forgerful is, A 
Will glory more in Nothing than in this, 


That 4NNA's Fame ſhall laſt as long as His. 
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His is ſale accumulem doni s, G- — inani M. 
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Hilſt Britain's Sons afreſh their Loſs 

proclaim, 

Emulous to celebrate Great 4 N NA's Name. Be 
Upbraid baſe Faction with the horrid Sin, 8 


Of imp'ouſly prophaning ſuch a Que x x. 

Do thou, my Muſe, aſſiſt the mournful Quire; 

Let the ſad Theme, thy tender Soul inſpire. 
Thy 


Nt 


ols 
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Thy lowly Lays in ANN As Praiſes try, 
Thy Zeal, thy want of Skill ſhall well ſupply. 
But where wilt thou the mighty Task begin; 


Or, how unfold the great, the wond'rous Scene? 
Each Scene of Life does ſo amaze the Eye? 

Tis dazel'd at the vaſt Variety; 

Nox can we tell what Action moſt to praiſe, 
Where ev'ry Act does equal Wonder raiſe. 


So when ſome Draught of Raphaels Hand we 
view, 


With curious Eyes cach D we perſue. 
Mixt with ſuch Skill the blended Colours ſhine, 


Such Nature, ſo much Strength, in every tne 


With Wonder we pronounce the Piece divine. 
But where. to fix, which Part to praiſe the moſt, 
We know not, in the pleaſing Tranſport loſt. 


Heav'ns glorious Maſter- piece in ANN A's 
Mind, 


The Great, the Good, rhe Merciful, was joyn'd. 
Her Soul, of every Virtue was poſſeſt, 
And every Grace, reſided in Her Breaſt. 
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So juſt did She each Stage of Life adorn, 

As tho' a Pattern to the World were born. 
Ne'er ſure were Royal Virtues more diffus'd, 
Nor &er were Royal Virtues better us'd ; 

J uſtice and Mercy both did here unite, 

But God- like Mercy was Her chief Delight. 
When e er our Crimes the Sword of Juſtice drew, 
Her Nature wept ev'n Juſtice to perſue, 

Like gracious Heav'n ſtill ready to relent, 


More pleas d with Mercy, than with Puniſſiment. 


Let Envy ſay, Did Cruelty e' er Stain 
Her Mild, Her Gentle, and Her Eaſy Reign? 
Did e er our QUEEN delight in Subjects Blood? 


In whoſe were cer Her Royal Hands embru'd oy 


No, She was ever Gracious, ever Mild, 
Like a fond Mother to Her tender Child. 


With kind Compaſſion from Her gracious 


Throne, 
On ſuff”ring Virtue ſtill did She look down. 
The poor She always had in great Regard; 


None told their Wants and went without Re- 
ward. | 


Her 


It, 
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Her pious Hands were ever doing Good, 

And conſtant Favours on all Ranks beſtow'd: 
All Ranks Her Loſs with cqual Juſtice mourn, 


And fill with grateful Tears Her Sacred Urn. 


Oh! could my Muſe deſcribe the glorious 
Saint | 


Her pure Devotion in the Temple Paint ! 

Tell me, ye holy Men that waited there, 
Was it not Heay'n to ſee Your QUEEN i in Pray” r? 
Did not officious Angels from on high, 
Deſcend, and waft each Accent to the Sky? 
And when She took the Euchariſtick Feaſt, 


Did not Seraphick Beams Her radiant Head in- | 
veſt? 


Oh! Royal 4 NN E, could not theſe Virtues 
ſave 


From cruel Death and the deſtructive Grave? 
Could not our Pray rs the fatal Stroke prevent, 
And force the barb'rous Tyrant to relent ? 

In vain were Pray rs, in vain all humane Aid, 
In vain was Virtue, Virtue's Self fell dead, 


And " our Glorious QUEEN the bright Aftrea | 
7... | 
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Was it for this, thou gav'ſt Britannia Peace, 
And mad'ſt the horrid Din of Diſcord ceaſe 2 
For this, did'{t thou aſſwage War's bloody Strife? 
To dedicate co Heay'n thy future Life? 
But thou, nor Peace, nor Life on Earth muſt fee 
T 2uncht out into the Ocean of Eternity. 
Thy Noble Soul diſdaining humane Bliſs, 
Capacious of Etcrnal Happineſs ; 
Broke from its Priſon here, and took its Flight 
To the calm Regions of Meridian Light. 
There, there, thou ſit'{t upon a glorious Throne, 
Changing an Earthly for an Heav'nly Crown. 


Look down from thence, O Saint, ſerenely 
bright ! 


Still be thy Mem'ry precious in our Sight, 
Still may Britannia reverence thy Name, 

And all thy Great, thy God. like Acts proclaim. 
May the vile Malice of no ſland'ring Tongue 
Dare offer to thy Sacred Aſhes Wrong! 

So may 'ſt thou to our Pray'rs propitious prove, 
Accept this Off'ring of our zealous Love, 


And of our Queen on Earth, become our Saint 
above! 


A Pin- 
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Sacred to the 
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Her Late * ave 249% , 
Queen ANNE. 


Writ ſoon after her Death. 
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r 
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By W. PAul, A. B. of Wadham-College, Oxon. 


J. 

Dieu, eternally adieu, thrice happy T rain 
A Of Graces, Smiles, and young Deſire, 
Of ſoft Content, and am'tous Fire; 
Ihe Glories of your peaceful Reign 


Muſt bleſs no more, ſo Fate decrees! Py 
mournful Swain. 
E 2 
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| Break, break my Muſe, thy Lyre; the dancing 
Strings, 
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That ſung in lofty Numbers, lofty Things, 
Now mute, now unharmonious lye, 
The ſoft Embraces of the Fingers fly, 
And never more will found of Harmony or Joy. 
For great Eliza, that inſpir'd thy Songs, 
Whoſe mighty Virtues, mighty Wrongs, 
Were thy eternal Theme, 


Like Cæſar now, or greater Charles, is nothing 
but a Name. 


Come all Britannia's Sons, your Loſs deplore, 
For your belov'd Fliza is no more! 

Weep, for ever Weep, and Moan, 

For ever Sigh, and Groan, 


Till Tears no more can flow, 
- Petrified, like Niobe, with Woe. 


TI. 
| Weep, Helicon, thy Fountain dry ; 


Thy Streams no more inſpire, 
Nor ſwell the Poet's Breaſt with God-like Fire: 


The 


e: 
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The Virtues, which they proudly boaſt, 


Tth' gloomy Horrors of her Graye eternally 
are loſt. 


Laurels, Smiles, and pompous Praiſe, 


The richeſt Tribute; which th' ungrateful 
Vulgar pays, 


Were but the Embryo-Birth 
She gave to learned Worth: 
Each Candidate of Art, in Time, was bleſt 
With Title, Wealth, or honourable Truſt. 
None, tho' the meaneſt Son of Earth, 
If Merit glitter d thro' this humble Clay, 
But by herFavours ſhe wou'd dignify his Birth, 
File his Native Ruſt away, 


Call from a Cott, and fix him near her Throne, 


Thus oft great Fove on Earth has turn'd his Eyes, 
And found ſome Virtue tatter d, and forlorn, 


To Hatred dammd, and Scorn, 


But hot with Indignation grown 
( Mankind's Injuſtice ſeen ) 


Swifter than Thought he ſhifts the Scene, 
Snatches him thence, and ſeats him in the Skies. 


E 3 III. But 
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II. 
But moſt, ye Sons of Levi, mourn, 
Ope all the Sluices of your Eyes, 
And write Life off in Elegies; 
For your bleſs d Patroneſs is now no more! 
V'ho of all the ſacred Train, 
T hat at the Altar ſery'd, cer ſerv'd in vain? 
How did ſhe grieve the hapleſs State 
Of thoſe, whom niggard Fate 
Had funk to meagre Poverty, and Want! 


Say, Muſe, did She not more than Grieve: 
Her Royal Grant 


Lightned their Load of Care, 


And bid em offer, like the Sons of Heay* n, 
che Sacrifice of Pray r. 


Nor was her Bounty tinted here, 
To th' Orphan, Widow, and the Slave, 
With laviih Hand She gave, 


And upon ev'ry Child of Woe her Bleſſings 
mowr'd. | 


Not moro aire Goodach boaſts the Sun, 
Whoſe golden Beams eternally are thrown 


Around 


He 


Ete 
Sue 
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Arouad the World, in beautiful Array, 


To bleſs Mankind with genial Hear, and the 
bright Glories of the Day. 


Veſpaſian, whoſe Imperial Name 
Triumphant rides upon the Wings of Fame, 

That meaſur'd Time's ſwift Hand, 

Not by the Ebb and Flow of Sand, 


\ 


But the more reg'lar Motions of his Mind, 
Which ev'ry Bear, ſtruck Bleſſings to Mankind, 


No more Tlluſtrious Shade ſhall men- 
tion'd be, 


But as the Type of Thee. 
IV. 
What Flames of Zeal, what Pangs of ſacred Love 


Scarce the bright Choir above, 
That chaunt eternal Lays, 


Eternal Love to their great Maker's Praiſe, 
5 Such Heights of Duty reach, as good Eliza, paid! 
Foul Sin, for ever haunted with a num'rous Train 


Of ghaſtly Fiends, that with Remorſe, and Pain, 


Laſh the black Soul, were baniſh'd from her Reign: 


54 Which 
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Her Actions influenc'd, and her Paſſions ſway'd! 


4 
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Which ran out gently on the Poles of Time, 
Free from the leaſt Suſpicion of a Crime ; 
Each Scene unchequer'd, with the motly Brood 
Of Luſt, Ambition, Tyranny, or Blood, 


Great without Pride was drawn, and, without 
— good. 


V. 


What unexhauſted Springs of Merey flow d 
From Her right Hand, 
And water'd all the Land 


Even on Her ungrateful Foes 


For Some, repining at the ſacred Flame, 
Her Virtues ſhot, full infamouſly wore that Name, 
| Like the poor Daſtard Birds of Night, 
That bask i in Gloom, and ſhudder in the Light. 
The pious Soul a Watte of Bleſſings throws ! 
A Waſte the Muſe may ſure with Jullice call, 
The Liberaliry beſtow'd 
On the Re-publick, ſnarling Crowd, 
That durſt bre, cheir Prince, and God. 


VI. Apolls's 


9 8 


Apollo s Temple, was her lovely Breaſt, 
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VI. 


There the whole God was proud to reſt, 


He left, with Joy, his Heav'n to be Eliza's Gueſt! 
Wiſdom wrapt in Lambent Flame, 
He ſhot thro' all her Frame, 


Gave her to know the Myſteries of State, 
And to unravel the moſt dark Decrees of Fate. 
Lycurgus, Numa, ev'ry Laurel d Name 

Of Greece, or Rome, that ſwells the Mouth of Fame, 
Into Her Cabinet She took, 


Remark'd on what they wrote, and what they 
| ſpoke: 


2 heir fineſt Sentiments tranſplanted here, 
Which cultivated by her Care, 
Sprung to a greater Height, 


And ſtood more firm, and look q more bright 
and fair. 


By Nature thus enrich'd, and Art, 


The Wheels of Government She mov d around 
With ſuch unerring Skill, 


With ſuch united Four of Reaſon, and of Will, 
| That 
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That @v'ry curious Spring, and cv'ry Part, 
VVith Order, Peace, and Happineſs, was 


crown'd. 
Juſt ſo th' Almighty does whole Nature move 
In Peace, and Order, Harmony, and Love. 


No Rebel-Atom durſt prepare Anc 
For ruinous Fight, and juſtle into V Var ; The 
But all the Elements their native Enmity reſign, Doy 
His Providence chalks out the Barrier-Line, 
Which bounds their Pow'r, and bids 'em in ſuict Wh 
| Friendſhip join, 

VII. 
But 
Lewis the Great, whoſe daring Mind 

Swells, as the Sea, and bluſters, as the Wind, 
Whoſe motly Frame, like tua, does expire, 

Snow on the Top, and from the Bottom Fire, N 
Who the vaſt Limits of his France Diſdains, Ju 
And tugs to bind the Univerſe in Chains, 9 
From the big Din of War, and dread Alarms, Whi 
Beg d a Ceſſation, and reſign d his Arms: Tn 


ANNA 


''s 
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ANN A's Superior Genius hurl'd 
Down from his Head, 

His Purple Honours, and his burning Luſt 

Of Pow'r, and daſh'd em in the Duſt; 

Swift as the Wings of Lightthey 
And freed from Panick Fear the trembling World, 
Then ſmiling Peace ſhone our in bright Array, 
Down thro' the Etherial Plain the wing'd her 
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Way, | 
Whirl'd back the Clouds, and ſprung upon the 
Day, | 
vm 
But hold, ambitious Muſe, to what a tow'ring 
: Height 
Would'ſt thou advance thy daring Flight? 
Not all the tuneful N ine, 


With all th' Empyreal Fire they boaſt, can raiſe 
Juſt Monuments of Praiſe 
To great El;za'S Name, | 
Which more than Fame can give, tho' all Divine 
She be, with Modeſty may ask from Fame. 


To 
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Io fay the Goddeſs of the Cyprian Grove, 
With all her killing Charms of Love, 


| "I. — 


To ſay Lucretia, Pride of ancient Rome, 


we ww 2 ——ñ——àgZĩ— — ”  — <VvRo_ 


(Leſs famous for it's Conqueſt than her Doom) 
Muſt drop the Chaſt, the beauteous Prize, 


Eclips d by Her more ſpotleſs Thoughts, and Her | 
more pow rful Eyes; 


| 


To ſay the Charms of Her whole Sex combin'd, 
To grace Her Form, and beautify Her Mind, 
Speak not Her Merits, but the Muſes Phlegm, 


Too weak to reach the Height of ſuch a lofty 
Theme. | Hs 


IX. 
Bur ſee the ſuddain Turn of Fate! _ 
This Tyde of Glory, and this Shine of State, 
By our Elia won with Sweat, and Pain, 
Like 'Siſyphus his Stone, 
No ſooner to the Top were grown, 
But down the ſlipp ry Precipice they roll'd again. 
Death, with meagre Face, ſtep'd in, 
And, with his fatal Knife, 
Struck off the Thread of Life, 


And clos'd the pompous Scene. 


Bu 


But 
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But Heav'ns! how patiently She bore 
The Tyrant's Graſp, and baffled all his Pow'r! 


No lab'ring Groan, no thick-breath'd Sigh 
was heard, 


No briniſh Rain ſpouting from Eyes appear'd. 
r But] oy, with downy Wings, and comely Grace, 
And ſacred Love, ſat ſmiling in her Face; 
The Soul ſprung thro Her Tenement of Clay, 
Exulting loud at Nature's prof] p rous Fight, 
And, thro' the milky Way, 
Swift, as a Flaſh of Light, 
Shot to the glorious Regions of cternal Day. 


Thus the gay Sun, that with brisk March, docs 


move 
Around the Cryſtal Plains aboye, 
Firſt mounting from his wavy Bed, 


Does o'er the Heay'ns a ſhining Glory 
ſpread, 


But, at his Set, a bigger Blaze of Rays adorns 
his Head. 
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ECC 


TO THE 
Pious MEMORY. 


Of our Late Moft Excellent 


Queen A N N E, &c. 


— 
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By Joux ROGER SON, M. A. Maſter of 
Sz. Olave's Free- School, Southwark. 


— — — — 


crown d, 
Too good for Earth, too good for Br#;/þ Ground ; 
Oh! cou'd I rate thy Worth, I wou'd in Verſe 


Proclaim Thy Fame, Thy mighty Deeds rehearſe; 


But I muſt own, it is above my Skill, 
And my weak Hand prevents my willing Quill. 


Some Tears unfeign'd upon thy Shrine below, 


Tears, the juſt Tribute, we Good PRINCES owe. 3 
| Ler 


Vet Bleſſed Saint! permit me to beſtow, 8 


H * Sacred ANNE! with endleſs Glory 
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Let none Thy Sacred Aſhes trample on 


Unpuniſh'd, now Thou'ſt left thy Earthly Throne; 


They who rejoice, that 7ſrae/s Beaury's dead, 
Ungrateful Wretches are to crowned Head ; 
ANN E was the Church's Glory and Renown, 


Once Joy, now Grief of True Sons of the Gown: 
They ſurely then, God's Judgments never dread, 


Who now can ſing, and triumph, that She's dead ; 


Dead did I ſay, forbid ir Heav'n that She 
Shou'd ever die, bur be alive to me. 


| 
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err 
O N 
Her MAJES T V. 
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By Mr. GANDY. 


| Ngrateful Britain! what will Europe ſay, 
If Sacred ANNA thus muſt ſlide away ? 


No Bays, no Laurels, to adorn Her Hearſe, 
Who was the Goddeſs of our Arms and Verſe! 


The Guardian Angel of our ſacred Dome, An 
Who kept Geneva off, as far as Rome Th 
For both Pontific, and Schiſmatick Chair, | Ap 
Nay, all the World of Errors ſtood in fear, 1 


And of Her ſafe Reſtringents had a wholeſome | 
Share. 


— 
ee | 


The 


10 


Queen ANNE. 
The Crozier bloſſom'd, as did Aaron's Rod, 


And ſhew'd the Beſt of Churches ſery' 0 her 


God. 
No ſhorn Ignatia s dar d infeſt our ile, 
Nor John Alask a Gracious Prince beguile. 
York held the Oar, Majeſtic ANNA fate 
A pious Rectrix at the Helm of State. 
No foaming Billows dar'd inſult the Main, 
For Tork was Pilot, and 'twas ANNA's Reign: 
No claſhing Swords at Land, alarm'd our Ears; 
No Civil Diſcords, or Domeſtic Fears. | 


No Stygjan Paths, b infernal Ruffians trod, 


No Britiſh Daggers dy'd in Britiſh Blood, . 
No dire Contentions did our Joys allay, 
Bur all our Strife, was, who ſhou'd moſt obey. 


The Sword was ſheath'd, and Foreign Slaughters 
ceaſe, 


And all was Harmony, and Love, and Peace. 
The Flow'r de Luce was Dead, and all in view, 
Appear d as Verdant as our Peace was New. 
The Belgic-Lion roar d, and Auſtria ſaw, 

Her Eagle muſt ſubmit to Mattial-Law z 


© | Becauſe 
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Becauſe the Thiſtle, for ſucceeding time, 


Was barr'd from Sprouting in a neigh'bring 
Clime. 


Munich and Bonne threw all Reſentments down, 
And ſerv'd the Eagle, in a Britiſh Crown. 


Thus Europe ſmil'd, and gave Great A NNA. 
Praiſc, | 


For She from Her enjoy'd thoſe golden Days: 
Thus Europe truckled, thus the Empreſs ſway'd, 
While ſome for Fear, but more for Love obey d. 
Thus did Great- Britain, in her Zenith ſhine, 
And bleſt the Glorious Relict of the Royal Line. 


The UNION clapt her Wings, and ſtalkt in 
State. 


And nothing mourn'd ſo much as Glo/ter's fate: 
Plung'd in that Charm the Veſſel ſtill had reel'd, 
Had not Sophia the ſlack Canvaſs fill'd. 

The Senate's Caution, and Her Princely Care, 


Thus bleſt our Orphan Ifle with an Illuſtrioug 
Heir; 


Of Princely Vertues, and Her Standard Reign, 
An uncorrupted Glory may attain. 


Whoſe future Princes from Her golden Chain, . 1 


Mourn 


— 


- 
) 
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Mourn Britain, for if Heav'n cer deſign d 
A Prince to be the Darling of Mankind, 


»Twas She, and She (how can that Word be 
ſaid? ) 


Our Noſtrils Breath, the Mighty A NN A's 
Dead. 


Mourn Belgia Mourn, in Mourning Auſtria go, 
Suevia may Mourn, and ſo may Gallia too: 


Europa Mourn, and in fad Conſort ſay, 


The matchleſs ANN A's gone Aſtræa's fled away? 


\ 
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| Occaſion d by the 
Death of Her late MAJESTY. 


R*- within my ſelf, thus long to mourn, 


Deſpairing of my former Joy's return ; 


Confin'd to mournful melancholy Thought, 
Whoſe Cauſe, exceſs of Grief alone has wrought, 


No Remedy to mitigate my Woe, 

Beſides what Tears and deepeſt Sighs allow : 
Fain I from Words wou'd ſeck for ſome Relief, 
Deſiring thence no Cure, but Eaſe from Grief; 
But oh! the Subject now becomes too great, 
For Sighs and Tears to ſhow, or Words repeat. 


This fatal Truth dqes Albion now confeſs, 


And knows not how Her Sorrows to expreſs ; 
Bur 


ur 
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But for Heav'ns Promiſe, which prevents ny 

Fears, a 
IT ſhou'd expect a fecond Flood by Tears. 
Time, which has ever yet been found to be, 
Apainſt ſuch Tlls, a Sov reign Remedy, 
Will uſeleſs now, and ineffectual prove, 
And muſt our ſelves, if it our Grief remove: 
For all till Death muſt this great Loſs deplore, 


When Time it ſelf with us can be no more. 


For ever Sacred be Her Memory ; | 
From ſwift-pac'd Time's deſtructive Power 6 
Tin ſwallow d with it in Eternity. 
What Bleſſings did we promiſe to our Iſle? 
What blooming Hopes did adverſe Fate beguile 2 
Thoſe ill Examples whicli in Courts abound, 
(Where Vice in all alluring Shapes is found;) 
Caus'd on Her well fix'd Vertues no Reſtraint; 
Like Mercy kind, and Pious as a Saint; , 

Ne'er were in one ſo many Graces ſeen; | 
Meek, tho' ſo Great, and Humble, tho a Qu EE N. 


Vice in a Torrent long o re- flow 'd the Land, 
Which She alone was able to withſtand: 


F 3 Nor 


| 
þ 
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Nor only ſo, but ſtemm d th increaſing Flood, 
And ſhew'd the Excellence of being Good. 
This Sbe durſt do, and do at ſuch a Time, 


When Vice was hugg' d, and Virtue thought a 
Crime. 


Virtue feir an Eclipſe till She appear d; 


And ſcarce more than the Name was known or 
heard. 


What Virtues ſcatterd in the Sex appear 

In Her, a glorious Conſtellation were. 
We now (ſince She from Care below's releas' d) 
May truly ſay that Miracles are ceas'd. 

But ſay, Oh! Whither, whither is She fled > | 
Methinks J hear Grief whiſper, She is Dead. 
Oh! never ſay She's Dead, can ſuch Worth be, 
Like us, ſubjected to Mortality ? 

Say rather, on an Embaſſy She's gone, 

(As none ſo fit) to the Celeſtial Throne, 

(As whilſt on Earth we were Her chiefeſt Care, 


So now) to fix a firm Alliance there, 
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By Mr. 6 RE G 6. © 1 5 
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| N gloomy Scenes of Grief BRI 7 A NN 7 4 
I lies, 

Fates cut the Thread, illuſtrious ANNA dies. 
The fatal Stroke ſpreads Terrours all around, 

In Briny Tears each Loyal Subject's drown'd, 4 


From Heaven's high vaulted Arch their dread- | 
ful Cries reſound. 7 


Struck with Deſpair, the headleſs People fly, 
The diſmal Proſpect of a low'ring Sky, 


Accuſe the lingring Fates, and wiſh to dye. 
| Since ANNA is no more and Virtue fled, 
N | To th' bliſsful Regions Britain's Genius dead. 
- $65 Our 
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Our Sighs are loſt, and Floods of Tears are vain, ) 
_ Elzian Shades, our Hobleſt parts retain, | 


Nor can fate now reſtore the Bliſs again. 
Ceaſe therefore Britons to lament Her Death, 
Since She ſerene and calm reſign'd Her Breath. 
Conſcious of nought that could diſturb Her Breaſt, 
Smiles in Her Agonics, and ſeems at reſt. 

Her Country 8 ſafety, and its Faith's Defence, 
Relief of th' Injur d, Guard of Innocence. 

With equal Juſtice did Her Laws maintain, 


And Heaven well pleas: d ſmild on Her Glorious 
* Reign. 12 
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On the much lamented DEATH 


OF THE 


Adoſt Pious and Illuſtrious Princeſs, 


Herlate MAJESTY, 


Queen A N NE. 


Who died, Auguſt 1. 1714. 


— 


F Joyous Songs, and from the vocal 


Groves, 


Which Camus cheriſhes, or th 's 3 ; 

Ye Sacred Siſters, whoſe harmonious Sound 
Diffus d the gladſom Notes of peace around. 
Too ſoon by cruel Fate you're call d away, 

To ceaſe your Triumphs for that happy Day. 

A ſudden Cloud o ertakes your riſing Sun, 
And yeils the Glories which were ſcarce begun: 


Your 
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Your Royal Miſtreſs, whoſe Indulgent Reign 


New ſtrung your * and ſwell d each ſprightly 


Strain; 
She whoſe dear Life was all you wiſh'd to have, 
All that could crown the Bleſſings which ſhe gave, 
Is now no more, the fleeting Joy is paſt, 
Too good, too great, too exquiſite to laſt. 
Unworthy we ! Juſt Heaven reſumes its own, 
To call ſuch Virtue to a brighter Throne, 
Where no Ingrates, no Clamours can moleſt 
The Realms of Peace, and her Eternal Reſt : 
There ſhall ſhe live from Cares of Empire free, 
Nor bear the tedious Pains of dull Mortality. 
That Clime no Storms of Rage or Envy knows, 


Bur leaves far off the Trains of human Woes. , x 


The bright Inhabitants a Calm enjoy, 

Sweet as thoſe Objects which their Souls employ; 
Pleaſure is here a viſionary Taſte, frsddel 
But chere a ſolid Good, which Time can never 
Ye bleſs'd, from your Immortal Seats ariſe, 
Receive the Darling of our weeping Eyes, 


She bleſs'd our Earth, and will adorn: your Skies. 


1 


Receive 
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Receive her as no Stranger to the Place, 

But worthy of the Pious Martyr's Race. 

Long ſince to your Abode the Way ſhe knew, 
And tho' ſhe liv'd with us, convers d with you. 
No Day her Sacred Tribute e er detain'd, 

To him ſhe ſtill addreſs d by whom ſhe reign'd ; 
To him with holy Violence ſhe ſu'd, 

Whoſe Graces her Celeſtial Mind imbu'd, 


This was the Vital Flame which warm'd her Hearr, 
Where vain Ambition never bore a Parr. 


75 


Thus arm'd, Heaven's Foes, and Britains ſhe 
withſtood, 


In Meekneſs Great, and obſtinately Good. 

To Heaven behold her proſtrate lowly down, 

And Greater ſo, than circled with a Crown; 

That ſplendid Burthen could not tempt her Eye, 

Well taught, and well prepar d to lay it by. 

Her People's Happineſs was all her Care, 1 

Wich this no Wealth of Indies could compare, | 
] 


Nor all the dazling Pomp that Aſian Monarchs 
wear. 


Britannia all her Sovercign's Love poſſeſs d, 


And reign'd unrival'd in the Royal Breaſt. 


From 
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From that rich Source auſpicious Kindneſs flow'd, 
And ſmiling J oys on all around beſtow'd. 


Scarce in more tender Streams the Current run, 
To her dear Conſort, or her blooming Son, 15 
Tho' who can tell the Wive's or Mother's Pain, n 
For young Marcellus, and the Royal Dane f. Le 
But grudge we not thoſe happy Shades their Duc» ve 
In loving them ſhe lov'd her People too. Re 
Hail Mighty Dead! no more ſhall Fate disjoin | H 
Your Sacred Love, or interrupt its Line, | A 
*Twas more than Mortal here, but now tis all | Fe 

Divine. 82 
But where, O where, wou'd roving Thought 

alpire, Y, 
As touch'd with Beams of the Celeſtial Fire > H 
The Glorious State is ſhur from human View, | T 
And Allion's Loſs will Sighs and Tears renew. 


1 


ANN 4 no more ſhall grace the Sphere below, 8 
| But mournful we the ſad Proceſſion go, 


And wait around her Tomb, the Dreary Vale 
of Woe. | 


| Attend, 


. 
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— — — — — —— 
— . * - 
— ” * _ 


* The Duke of Glo'ſter. Prince George. 


| 


it 
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Attend ye Britons on the Royal Urn, | 
For ſuch a QUEEN tis impious not to mourn. =p 
But chiefly you whom Sacred Duty ties, 
The laſt religious Rites to ſolemnize ; 
Ye venerable Worthics of the Gown, 


Who 4N NA's Bounties have ſo largely known, 


Her bright Example to the World proclaim, 


Return your grateful Tribute to her Name, 
And tho ſhe's gone, {till keep her in her Fame. 


For well ſhe lov'd, and pitied all your Wrongs, 


Sav'd you from Want, and pm opprobrious 
Tongues, | 


Vet to her Memory no Temples raiſe, 

Her ſelf has fix d thoſe Monuments of Praiſe. 
This noble Piety will far out- vie 

whatever Efforts human Arts can try: 


When the laſt Ruin ſhall the World invade, 


Shall live when Nature is it ſelf decay d, N 
And Pyramids fhall fink, in long Oblivion laid. 


ON 
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S422 + C . G 
ON 


Sir Godfrey Ruellers 


Laſt PICTURE of 
Her MAJESTY. 
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TAY Paſſenger, if you have Time, and ſee 
8 The Royal ANNA in Effigie: 

As in th' Original the Shades deſcry 

True Signs of Virtue, as of Majeſty ; 


Next view Her Great in War, as when She ſent 
Her conqu'ring Armies thro' the Continent. 
But CAT O like, ſhe dy'd before ſhe'd ſee 
Her People ruin d by a Miniſtry +. 

Now firſt lament her Fate, then own thou'ſt ſeen, 
The fineſt Picture of the fineſt QUEEN. 


— 5 


+ Plainly evidenc d, by Her Majeſty's taking the Staff from the Earl 
F Oxford. 
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Tote QUE E N, 
On the 


PEACE 


By Dr. Abd 0 


— 


Reateſt of Chains, who make, while You 
preſide, | 


Europe the World's, and Britain Europe's Pride; 
Now full-grown Conqueſt offers at your Feet 


Her ripen'd Harveſt, and her Fruits complete, 


The deſtin'd Turns of happy Times appear, 
And of the Great, rolls on the Greateſt Tear. 


PALLAS now quits her Shield, ſerene her Face 


In peaceſul Ornaments, and milder Grace, 
To you ſhe dedicates her diff rent Pow'rs, 
And all the Goddeſs and her Arts are T7 Ours. 


The Earth in Storms, and Tumults late engag d, 


While Armzes battled, and while Faclł ion rag'd, 
Now 


— —UA—ÜU—U— 
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go Dr. Adams POEM 

Now on her bliſsful Calm her Thoughts employs; 
And wonders at the Bleſſings ſhe enjoys. | 
Mean while in cloudleſs Majeſty is ſeen 

Goodneſs with explicated Brow ſerene, 

The finiſh'd Decd the mighty Author loves, 

And in its own Effects, it ſelf approves. 


So when Almighty Power the Chaos broke, 
And Light from Darkneſs into Being ſpoke, 
Eternal Wiſdom ſmil d upon the Draught, 
Praifing the Work, which He himſelf had 


wrought. 


See, mighty Quzen, thy Fleets ſecurely ſweep 
The ſubject Seas, and Kingdoms of the Deep; 
The fruitful Earth, and boundleſs Ocean too, 
Freed by your Hands, their Tribute pay to Tos. 
Britannia's blooming Heroes die no more | 
The fatal Scheld, or 1fer's Purple Shore: 

Triumphs obtain'd at that Expence of Blood 
Loft half their Value by ſo dear a Flood, 

Gallia enſlav d with all her Pomp, and State 


Were a ſad Purchaſe at ſo high a Rate. 
But 


ep 
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But ye illuſtrious Shades rejoyce below, 

Share ye your Country's Bliſs, who ſhar'4her Woe; 

Your Country now, in PEACE ſecurely Great, 


Receives the Price of your untimely Fate. 


* 


But thou Britannia s Pride, whoſe. pow rful 
Hand 


Aſſerts the Emplre of the Sea, and Land, 
Whoſe Providence Europas Guardian prov'd, 
Bleſſing the World, by all the World belov'd. 


Tho' your Bright Court the crowding Nations 
draws 


And Xings contend to crown you with Applauſe 
Yet not averſe, accept our leſſer Praiſe 
The meaner Muſe, and her officious Lays, 
Accept her Lays, but with that Gracious Eye 
That bids rumulcuous War, and Faction die, 


Your Thunder now laid down propitious hear, 


And in your milder Attributes appear. 


G Sereniſſimæ | 


82 Te QUEEN, Epitaph. 
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Sereniſſimæ REGINA (.I 


ANN A, 


EPITAPHIUM. 
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e Colccoln, quid vobas additur ANNAy 


Queg; dedit Pacem in terris, Regina beata, 
Eterna in Celis premia Pacis habet. 


Johannes Freman, 


Et nunc cum CAROLO Martyre regnat ovanse 
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